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"JESUS,   DID  YOU  SEE  ME  WAVE?' 


It  isn't  likely  that  the  Rock  Opera  "Jesus  Christ 
Superstar"    will  any  time  soon  make  the  world  forget 
Handel's  "Messiah"   or  Stainer's  "Crucifixion,"    On  the 
other  hands  °nly  the  most  introverted  classicist  would  re- 
fuse to  concede  that  Andrew  Webber  and  Tom  Rice  have  a 
warm  way  of  making  the  passion  narrative  live.    People 
like  Mary  Magdalene,  Pontius  Pilots  and  Judas  Iscariots 
glimpsed  from  new  and  creative  angles,  seem  as  real  as 
the  folks  we  saw  on  the  ten  o'clock  news  last  night. 

The  impetus  for  today's  sermon  came  from  a  line 
in  "Jesus  Christ  Superstar,"  that  is  sung  by  the  crowd  as 
Jesus  rides  into  Jerusalem  on  Palm  Sunday; 

"Christ  you  know  I  love  you. 
Did  you  see  I  waved? 
I  believe  in  you  and  God 
So  tell  me  that  I'm  saved,, 
Christ  you  know  I  love  you. 
Did  you  see  I  waved  ? 
I  believe  in  you  and  God 
So  tell  me  that  I'm  saved," 


Over  the  years  that  first  Palm  Sunday  crowd  has 
not  fared  well  at  the  hands  of  Christians .    It  is  usually  de- 
picted as  a  fickle  mob,  misguided  in  its  messianic  expec- 
tations, more  intent  on  holidays  than  Holy  Days,  theolog- 
ically shallow.    Bible  students  are  quick  to  point  out  that 
the  reception  that  was  accorded  Jesus  that  day  was  remark- 
ably like  the  welcome  given  Jehu  when  he  ascended  to  the 
throne  as  Israel's  avenger. 

But  doesn't  that  crowd  deserve  better  at  our  hands  ? 
Those  people  did  not  have  the  benefit  of  two  thousand  years 
of  hind-sight.    If  they  were  confused  about  their  "Coming 
One,"  what  shall  we  say  about  the  lack  of  clarity  on  escha- 
tology  in  the  Christian  church  today  ?    Fickle?    Maybe. 


Perhaps  when  all  the  facts  are  in  we  will  discover  that  many 
of  the  charter  members  of  the  mother  church  in  Jerusalem 
had  been  part  of  the  crowd  that  day0 

What  makes  these  people  stand  out  as  attractive  and 
beautiful  to  me,  is  the  fact  that  they  were  sufficiently  free 
to  act  on  the  impulse  to  rejoice  in  God,    Parades  have  a 
way  of  stirring  up  the  emotions  and  releasing  us  from  our 
inhibitions.,    I  shall  remember  for  a  iongs  long  time  that 
ride  across  125th  Street  in  the  motorcade  that  bore  the  body 
of  Whitney  M.  Young,  Jr.  to  the  airport0    I  can  still  see 
the  faces  that  lined  the  way  and  pressed  in  close  upon  the 
slowly  moving  cars0    There  were  smiles ,  waves ,  tears  and 
gestures  of  encouragement.,    There  was  pathos.    Ramsey 
Clark  told  me  a  little  later  on  in  Kentucky  that  the  most 
moving  part  of  ail  to  him  was  the  sight  of  a  little  girl  in  her 
mother's  arms  who  kept  cupping  and  uncupping  her  hands . 
As  Mr.  Clark's  car  went  by  she  whispered,,    "Mommie  told 
me  that  I  shouldn't  wave."    But  even  under  those  somber 
circumstances  the  heart  felt  the  need  to  express  itself  and 
she  could  do  no  other. 

My  question  to  us  is  this;    Who  are  we  to  sit  in  judg- 
ment on  those  first  Palm  Sunday  enthusiasts  ?    After  alls 
their  demonstration  was  marked  by  a  rare  seif-forgetful- 
ness.    There  was  much  running  about.    No  one  maintains 
his  dignity  while  running  except  an  athlete.    Do  you  remem- 
ber how  you  looked  the  last  time  you  chased  a  subway  train 
as  its  doors  were  rapidly  closing?    The  waving  of  palm 
branches  is  not  exactly  prescribed  behavior.    They  took 
off  their  garments  and  laid  them  on  the  donkey  and  then 
scattered  them  on  the  road.    This  is  not  something  that 
they  were  practiced  in  doing.    There  was  no  hesitation 
about  parting  with  their  coats.    No  wondering,  no  debate 
as  to  whether  there  might  be  a  cheaper  way  to  show  love 
and  respect. 

Giovanni  Papini  in  his  still  moving  Life  of  Christ, 
describes  their  action  this  way:    "The  ass'    back  is  hard, 
and  Christ's  friends  throw  their  cloaks  over  it.    Stoney  is 
the  slope  which  leads  from  the  Mount  of  Olives  and  the  tri- 
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umphant  crowds  throw  their  mantles  over  the  rough  stones . 
This,  too,  is  symboiicai  of  self-consecration.    To  take  off 
your  mantle  is  the  beginning  of  stripping  yourself,,  the  be- 
ginning of  that  bareness  which  is  the  desire  for  confession 
and  the  death  of  false  shame;  bareness  of  the  body,  promis- 
ing naked  truth  for  the  soul.    The  loving  charity  of  supreme 
aims -giving;  to  give  what  we  have  on  our  backs.    "If  any 
man  . . .  shall  take  away  thy  coat,  let  him  have  thy  cloak 
also."  1 

And  here  we  sit  Palm  Sunday,   1971,  in  our  opulent 
respectability,  looking  in  judgment  on  them  because  they 
dared  to  express  their  joy.    We  who,  perhaps ,  have  never 
once  shouted  a  single  "hurrah"  for  Jesus  Christ*    Halford 
Luccock  with  whimsy  and  point  said  it  this  way:    "I  was 
impressed  several  years  ago  that  Eugene  Ormandy  dislo- 
cated a  shoulder  while  leading  the  Philadelphia  Orchestra. 
I  do  not  know  what  they  were  playing.    Certainly  not  Mozart, 
Perhaps  Stravinsky.    But  at  any  rate,  he  was  giving  ail  of 
himself  to  it!    And  I  have  asked  myself  sadly,    'Did  I  ever 
dislocate  anything,,  even  a  necktie?1"  2_ 

What  is  it  that  holds  us  back  and  keeps  us  so  tightly 
wound  that  our  religion  seems  in  the  eyes  of  youth  a  som- 
ber and  austere  business  ?    Have  we  sold  our  sense  of  won- 
der for  security?    Perhaps  we've  learned  as  we've  grown 
older  and  richer  that  one  gets  along  better  in  this  world  if 
he  keeps  his  hosannas  to  himself. 

Or  does  our  mode  of  dress  keep  us  from  entering 
upon  the  glory  that  we  see?    For  me  the  most  interesting 
part  of  Charles  Reichfs  book,  The  Greening  of  America, 
has  to  do  with  his  analysis  of  the  clothing  of  the  youngc    He 
makes  the  point  that  when  a  business  man  comes  upon  a 
patch  of  grass,  let's  say  in  the  spring,  and  something  of 
the  little  boy  inside  him  says,    "Why  don't  you  sit  and  en- 
joy it?"    he  cannot  do  its  because  he  has  his  suit  to  con- 
sider.   He  doesn't  wish  to  stain  or  tear  it,    His  dress 
separates  him  from  the  earth  and  life's  elemental  pleasures, 
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But  along  comes  a  youngster  in  dungarees,  and  he's  ready 
for  anything.    He's  ready  to  make  a  deposit  in  the  bank,,    He 
is  ready  to  sit  down  on  the  grass  and  enjoy  the  feel  of  God's 
good  earth.   We  pay  a  price  for  our  satorial  respectability! 

Or  can  it  be  we  really  lack  confidence  in  our  ability 
to  know  the  praiseworthy  when  we  see  it?  Some  people  are 
afraid  to  say  whether  they  enjoyed  a  book  or  not  until  they 
see  what  the  key  reviewers  have  written  about  it.    They  are 
not  sure  when  they  see  a  play  whether  it's  a  good  one  or  a 
bad  one  for  them  until  they  see  what  the  reviewers  made 
of  it. 

We  tend  to  be  like  a  bevy  of  docile  tourists  on  a 
guided  trip=    We  like  to  have  the  world's  attractions  cata- 
logued and  starred  for  us  so  that  we  will  know  where  to 
iooko    I'm  sure  that  when  Moses  saw  the  burning  bush  he 
did  not  ask,  "Is  this  one  of  the  seven  wonders  of  the  Sinai 
Peninsula?"    He  turned  aside  to  see,  and  he  stayed  to 
worship. 

Or  can  it  be  that  we  have  grown  so  dull  to  faith  that 
mere  "words  about"  have  become  a  substitute  for  the  real 
thing.  Words  as  symbols  of  the  real  can  keep  us  from  ex- 
periencing the  real. 

It  always  brings  a  Christian  up  short  to  recall 
Kierkegaard's  story  of  the  geese  sequestered  in  a  yard. 
Every  seventh  day  these  geese  paraded  to  a  corner  of  the 
yard,  and  their  most  eloquent  orator  got  up  on  the  fence 
and  spoke  of  the  wonders  of  geese.    He  told  of  the  exploits 
of  the  forefathers  who  dared  to  mount  up  on  wings  and  fly 
all  over  the  sky.     He  spoke  of  the  mercy  of  the  creator, 
who  had  given  geese  wings  and  the  instinct  to  fly.    This 
deeply  impressed  the  geese  who  nodded  their  heads  sol- 
emnly.   All  this  they  did.    One  thing  they  did  not  do.    They 
did  not  fly,  for,  the  corn  was  good  and  the  barnyard  was 
secure. 

"Christ  you  know  I  love  you. 
Did  you  see  I  waved?" 
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Along  with  the  spray  of  paim  that  you  take  home  with 
you  today  I  should  like  to  humbly  ask  that  you  take  home  two 
lessons  as  well.    The  first  is,  meet  any  glory  that  you  hap- 
pen on  half-way „    Wherever  you  meet  up  with  it0   Where 
you  see  glory  passing  by,  bend  with  it,  bend  to  it„    We  tend 
to  stay  underwhelmed  because  we  refuse  to  allow  ourselves 
to  be  overwhelmed  by  the  magnitude  of  the  love  of  God* 
Mistakes  of  the  passion  can  be  corrected  but  what  can  one 
do  for  inertia?    Seize  the  moments  even  if  it  makes  you  late 
or  truant  for  something  eise0    When  Zacchaeus  of  Jericho 
heard  that  Jesus  was  coming  to  town  he  shut  down  his  tax 
office  and  climbed  a  tree,  and  that  day  changed  his  whole 
life.    Remember  that  Martha  was  so  intent  on  keeping  the 
meal  to  schedule  that  she  missed  an  unrepeatable  chance  to 
exult  in  her  Lord. 

William  Cowper,  the  hymn  writer,  presents  an  angle 
of  vision  on  this  point  that  is  unmatched  in  any  other  hymn 
I  know. 

"Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings; 

It  is  the  Lord,  who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings: 

When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 

A  season  of  clear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

Though  vine  nor  fig  tree  neither 
Their  wonted  fruit  shall  bear, 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither, 
Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there; 
Yet  God  the  same  abiding,, 
His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice, 
For  while  in  Him  confiding 
I  cannot  but  rejoice, " 

The  other  lesson  is  this:    Respect  your  encounters 
with  God  as  the  truest  indication  of  your  life.    The  tendency 
is  to  be  suspicious  of  our  luminous,  rapturous  moments, 
to  denigrate  them,  to  see  them  as  harmless  interludes  in 
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an  otherwise  rational  life.    But  the  testimony  of  the  saints 
is  that  we  should  disbelieve  more  often  the  strict  logic  of 
our  life  and  trust  ourselves  more  fully  to  our  times  of  vision. 
This  is  when  you  are  really  you  -  when  the  fires  of  the  eter- 
nal are  consciously  present  in  your  life* 

Our  language  works  to  deceive  us  here.    Look  at  the 
word  "ecstasy"   for  example,  which  literally  means  "to 
stand  out  oL"    When  someone,  perhaps  like  a  member  of 
the  crowd  on  that  first  Palm  Sunday,  loses  himself  in  rap- 
turous joy,,  we  say  of  him  that  he  is  ecstatic;  that  he  is 
standing  out  from  himself.    But  what  if  it  actually  be  the 
case  that  when  a  man  is  sullenly  rational  he  is  out  of  him- 
self, and  only  truly  himself  when  he  rejoices  ? 

When  we  reflect  on  one  of  our  own  experiences  of 
great  joy,  we  say  to  a  friend,  half  apologetically,    "I  was 
beside  myself,"    No  you  werenH=    That  was  your  truest 
seiL    Your  coldly  logical,  rational  self  is  really  the  put-on0 

Or  agains  reflecting  on  a  rapturous  moment,  we 
often  say  "I  don't  know  what  happened  to  me.    I  got  carried 
away,"    You  weren't  carried  away.    You  were  carried  back. 
Carried  back  to  what  you  were  meant  to  be.    A  son  of  the 
living  God  capable  of  communion  with  your  Father  in  Heaven= 
When  liberating  times  of  exhileration  come,  we  should  meet 
them  at  least  halfway  and  respect  and  revere  them  as  the 
surest  indications  of  our  life ! 

On  Monday  evening,  the  23rd  of  November,   1654,  a 
brilliant  French  physicist  and  philosopher  was  reading  his 
Bible,    Suddenly  the  whole  room  became  illuminated.    His 
name  is  Blaise  Pascal.    He  could  only  think  to  describe 
this  encounter  with  God  in  terms  of  Fire,  double  exclama- 
tion point !  !    "God  of  Abraham,  God  of  Isaac,  God  of  Jacob, 
not  of  philosophers  and  scholars.    Certitude,   certitude, 
feeling,  joy,  peace,  God  of  Jesus  Christ!"    Blaise  Pascal 
wrote  out  two  copies  of  this  experience,  one  on  parchment 
and  one  on  paper,  and  sewed  them  into  the  lining  of  his  coat 
so  that  he  could  remember  the  luminous  moment  that  trans- 
formed his  life  and  shaped  the  balance  of  his  years. 
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"Christ  you  know  I  love  you. 
Did  you  see  I  waved?" 


A  veteran  student  of  business  management  has  noted 
that  "When  one  first  Joins  the  ranks  of  management^  he  has 
zero  experience  and  100  percent  enthusiasm.    By  the  time 
one  dies  or  retires ,  his  mixture  is  100  percent  experience 
and  zero  enthusiasm.    In  between  these  extremes ,  there  is 
a  relatively  short  time  In  one's  career  when  he  has  the 
optimum  combination  of  both  experience  and  enthusiasm."  3^ 
That's  what  we're  looking  for  isn't  it,    The  optimum  com- 
bination of  experience  and  enthusiasm. 

" Jesus s  did  you  see  me  wave?"      Perhaps  we  can 
hear  him  answer  softly  9   "I've  seen  you  study.    I've  seen 
you  worship*    I've  seen  you  give.    I've  seen  you  serve. 
But  I've  never  seen  you  wave.    Is  something  holding  you 
back?" 


CLOSING  PRAYER 


Lord,  we  covet  the  freedom  to  respond 
to  thee  with  ail  our  heart ,  souij 
mind  and  strength. 
Forgive  us  our  caution , 

our  acute  self-consciousness , 
our  fear  of  spontaneity , 
the  hos annas  that  languish 
on  our  tongues. 
And  make  us  the  glad  and  contagiously 
radiant  followers  of  the  king 
that  we  were  meant  to  be 

Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

Amen. 
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